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« Whether we exhibit at Tottenham-Court or the Hay-Market, our Purpoſe 4 
„ js the ſame, and the Place is immaterial. | - | 


Foorz. See the Minor, 2d edition, page 8. 
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FAMILIAR EPISTLE, &c. 


E H rafcals run reſtifl, when cram'd with ſucceſs, 
Let dunghill-bred mongrels bark loud It diſtreſs, 
At merit, fierce growling, that foe to their race, 
See miſchief, ſee bloodſhed, boil up in their face, 
There envy, there rancour, there dulneſs, there ſpleen, 
In the colours of Chaos, and Tyburn are ſeen ; 
Let puppies plume high in the feathers they ve caught, 
The badge of their merit, not all worth a groat; 
For you, my friend Sammy, I'Il fling off the mack, 
Sure this, a good actor will think no hard task. 
My part is the tragick, I thunder on high, 
With fate in my voice, and with fiends in my eye: 
My flames, and my brimſtone around me 1 throw, | 
Your part is to laugh, to make converts below c: ;; 
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Moſt people are certainly caught by the ears, 
The goads they muſt feel are their hopes and their fears ; 
Our point is the ſame, tho the thing may ſeem odd, 
Lou fling em the cake, and I brandiſh the rod. 

| Good Lord, how I laugh, to ſee the fools tremble, 
| When fearful I ſquint, and when dreadful diflemble ; 
There's none of your tribe can ſuch bugbears diſplay, 
With half ſo much horror as I, in my way ; 
Not Roftil in Richard, -with terrors all trite, 
Not Hideous with hell in his face, and the Jew, 
Can paint the poor devil ſo black and fo blue. 
1 have zum in thouſands, Sam Foote, at my heel, 
The cobler, the counteſs, the biſhop niuſt feel. 
I roar out in earneſt, my paſſion prevails, 
Whilſt others, half ſleeping, appear to tell tale; 
Who doe o er the text, who pick up their notes, ins 
Their words are half ſtrangled within their ſlow throats; 
Like a figure inform'd a they paſſive relate, 
The terrible things of another dark ſtate. 
The people long wearied, to me have confeſt, 
They thought that the parſon himſelf was in jeſt: 
I took the wiſe hint, fir, I broke through their pale, 
I ſcatter'd abroad my fierce rage, and my zeal ; 
I charm'd them in cluſters to booths and to trees, 
As people ring braſs pans to gather their/bees; 


0 
I've made me much honey in field and in hive, 
But now the wagg Foote with poor Squintum will ſtrive. 
Your talents I dreaded for miſchief were fit, 
Your ſenſe, and your ſatire, your humour; your wit, 
| Your ſubject's ſo wholeſome, your diction fo nice, 
80 clear of detraction, ſo. pointed at vice : 
Such pictures you draw of the great and the ſmall, 
Your acting invincible reigns o'er all; 
The thouſands that nightly your chapel ſo cram, 
Diſturb me with doubts, and with viſions, dear Sam 
Your artful contrivance ſo juſt. and fo drole, 
Muſt drag from my flock much more than Old Cole: 
I ſee, that good matter, when dreſs d out by you, 
'1 Will more than my ranting; my ſwagger ſubdue z 
Your glass can all faces, all foibles refledd, 24 
My magick, falſe mirror; my phantoms detect, 
My ſyſtem reveal, and bewray my whole plan, 
And ſhew that faint Squintum's indeed a ſtrange man. 
To you, my keen rival, the ſcene I'll draw wide, 
"Tis vain from ſuch knowledge my juggles to hide, 
You ſee through my gauzes, you turn my tricks oer, 
You know me a ſharper, you knew me before; iguen 
Ten thouſand ſuch ſharpers in Britain appear; 
The growth of each climate, the growth of each awry; | 4 
Ten thouſand ſuch. myſticks true morals invade, | 
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We both are proſcrib'd by the powers that be, 
Their anger is pointed at you, fir, and me; 


The lords of the drama have tinted your walk, 

| The/biſhops offended moſt dreadfully talk. 

Like pirates they'd pelt us, our tackle they'd claw, 
But thanks to your talents, and thanks to the law, 
Your merit prevails with the monarchs of Drury, 

And I have, as yet, defy'd the Grand Jury. | 
Forbear, my friend Foote, your method of winning, 

I ſee my throng d thouſands are daily a thinning ; 

My faints at the Hay-market make their abode, 
Your ſinners come fleering to Tottenham-court road. 
My chunder you ſilence, by flinging your ſquibs: 

One night, in diſguiſe, at the riſk of my ribs, 

I ſqueez d in to hear you I bluſh'd at my fibs. 

| For quarter I cry out, for parley I pray; | 
I'll meet you, dear Sammy, - much more than half way. 
That Shaftsbury's principle, pox on his rule, 

Has arm'd you ſo ſtrongly with juſt ridicule, 
My phantoms of fare like figures of ice, 

Muſt melt at his preſence, muſt fade in a trice. 
Such magick has humour, when pointed a-right, - 
The flaſh has already, half blinded my ſight, 
I ſhall quint at both eyes if much longer you write: 

_ Your field is moſt nl ahh hee; * aon 
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There's game in each furrow, your arrows let fly, 

At thoſe that low creep, and at thoſe. that ſoar ligh 3 

Bend ſtoutly your bow, each vermin deep ling, 

The ſnake in the grafs,. and the rock on the wing, 

You can't turn a corner but quarry yow ll meet, 

There's a Shift, there's a Leader in every ſtreet: 

One ſpot I could name you, not far from. the court, 

Oh ! there you may ſpring up, and knock down ſuck ſport x 

Fine pheaſants, rich gilded, of every hue, | 
4 


The red and the yellow, the green and the blue; 

Ah, Foote! there's a field of ſweet paſtime for you. 

I fain would divert you from fpoiling my ſhop, 

The town will afford you a plentiful crop: 

Go, gather it up, ſir, as faſt as you can, 
New gorge your ſharp ſickle, wide ſtretch out your ſpan; z 
Then threſh it, and ſend it to market with glee, 

When that is got rid of, return back to me; 

But not as a foe, Sam, with ſatire ſevere, | 

Your wit I applaud, but your fatire I fear. 

No more with ſuch weapons I care to contend, 

Come back then, bright Foote, as my partner, my Friend : 
My ſecrets I'll ſhew you, my myſteries unlock, 
Come fix your foundations on my folid rock; 

My ſtructure aloft; ſhall ſoar to the ſpheres, 
Firm built on the people's affections and fears; 
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| Behold it each moment aſcending and ſwell, 
The top ſhoots to heaven, the baſis to hell ; 
To thoſe diſtant regions I fink, I aſpire, 
For hymns and for rapture, for brimſtone and fire. 
From tranſports on high, and from terrors below 
I fetch my two topicks of weal and of woe; 
Which round me I ſcatter, I rage, and I rave, 
I curſe, and J bleſs too, I damn, and I fave 3 
The paſſions alone, J find fit for my trade, 
The paſſions are nat ral, but morals were made, 
By heathens were coin d, and by tyrants of old, 


When meum and tuam, when filver and gold, 


When property, laws, and the hangman began 
To practiſe their terrors on paſlive weak man. 
No more of ſuch trumpery : ſee | heaven diſ * 
The portals of glory, the manſions of day; g 
The regions of bliſs, the bri ght angels in bands, 
With crowns on their heads, and with harps in their hands, 
See all that in trances the ſaints have enjoy'd, 
When ſenſe was abſorb d, when raptures were es - 
See all that the ſcriptures have told us of heaven, 
To believing with fervour, to faith ſhall be given. 
Faith, is the chariot in which we aſpire, 
The wheels are four ſeraphs, the horſes all fire, 
Elijah's hot landau which upwards would go, 
' Whilſt _ poor mortals ſtood facing | below. 
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Faith, like a whirlwind, ſhall waft us on wings, 
. Good works are but paultry mechanical things, 
Like traders in Smithfield, who fell and who buy, 
A ind of a bargain we drive with the sky: 
| | Like the junction at Cole's, commenc'd in a kiſs, | 
With, damn me, here's value, do that, and take this; 
A pitiful compact that cold water 2 | 
On the ruſh of deſire that rapidly ſprings. . 1 
The ſenſes were planted for raptures, no * a 5 na: 
And the paſſions, like pullies, to work us about; 
Temptations at diſtance, and throbbings within, 
Muſt ſtir us, muſt goad us to what they call ſin. 
Wiſe nature thus ſpurs us for ends of her own, | 
Sweet hymns and fine ſpeeches, ſuch trifles attone; >; n | 
T think the point fairly eſtabliſhed has been, 

From nature and logick, that man's a machinmmm 
The maker beſt knows the ſprings that he gave it, 
There's none but himſelf an damn or can fave it; 
Deep doctors, in vain, their vaſt parts have diſplay d, 
This much is the truth, fir, the reſt is a trade; 
You know the exchanges of pleaſure for pelf, $94” 09 WR 
Your friends as oft ſhare em, I believe, as yourſelf, 

Lou gain it by laughing, 1 gain it by weeping 

But I have the knack of gaining and keeping; e 
Their purſes I tax, but not their diſcernin g 
They fear thats better than all your fine learning, i, hs 
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No critick on Squintum can turn the ſharp eye, 
Their buſineſs with me is to gape and to cry. 
* Your talent of humour ſhall have its full Wing 551 
Here pleaſure and profit are both on the widg* 
_ Love-feaſts, and ladies intriguing, and caſh, 
Keep on but the vizor, have at em ſlap daſh; s 
Dominion will then and reſpect be your due, 
What mortal on earth, fir, ſo fit for't as you : 
Beſides, ſuch a convert aſcending my roſtrum 
Like the long-wifh'd for cure, the cath lick noftrum, 
Will draw the whole world your foot-ſteps to follow, 
When Squintum has gain'd o'er the ſon of Apollo. 
Our terrible themes with wit you'll inlard, 
And turn up in canting a 2 pleaſant new card; 
The ſhapes of all finners with eaſe you'll put on, 
And fling off the wardrobe, when acting is done. 
All Europe ſhall ring on't, the biſhops ſhall ſtare, 
And quakers and cut-throats, and atheiſts crowd there, 
The ladies their hands, and their eyes ſhall u * 
To ſee you rowl by in a coach and ſix greys. 
You need not to tread the reverend dull track, 
The new-birth is no way akin to ol 2 
The ſoul is the feat” o regerteration, 
You ſhall go on in the mode of the nation, 
With garments bediz ned, with hat and with feather, _ 
And all the gay wigs 1 _— 91-Y 
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The girls will ſo gaze on, the fops will be fond, 
And you ſhall bring ducks jo pple pe Iaid 10. 
The fine folks of figure ſhall ruſh in with joy, * 
And the mart ons fel ers rg 14 
No bait ſhall be wanting the trade to advance, 3 
We'll now and then tip em a drum and a dance: 
With love-feaſts ſtark naked, and void of all wrath, 
Where I ſhall rule meaſures like Naſh at the Bath. 
| The fervour prolifick ſhall brace up each ſpark, _ 
Few forms will be wanting, you know, in the dark: 
Their leſſons thus ready, they learn from above, 
Their buſineſs i is then to- ſtick cloſe and to love, 
Which ſpiritual traffick, no doubt, will ſucceed. 
Such flocks will increaſe of the ſanctify d breed, 
That in ten years to come, the church may look TEN 
No bell ſhall then toll in one prude to her pew: 
Nay, the pope and the Turk ſhall be liſted: at laſt, 
Before the ſtate-trumpet ſhall ſound the long blaſt. 
All ſes and all nations, the young and the old, 
Shall be gather'd and judg'd in Squintum's wide fold. 
But then to look backwards, the theatres, Sam, 
How Rich and how Garrick will ſwear and will damn ; 
The actors curſe Squintum, the wits will run mad, 
And people of faſhion awhile will look ſad. 
But what of all that, when. ten thouſand you take, 
When you laugh and grow rich for righteouſneſs fake : 3 2. 
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But, damn it, I'm. doubtful. you'll hardly: _ ” lu eliig 2d 
You'll think it ſo baſe to ſubſcribe to a lie? bak 
Meer ; SOV" like cunſcience, ae 2¹¹ 12 20D 


The bugbear call d honeſty, [ſpoils u good trade; 17 bal 
II that be the hindrance, you wi lodſe' a rich crop, 1 OH 
And I ſhall look: ſilly; .cand-:ſhut: up. my hop. wen il'oV 
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